In Gbcul or Brindaben's

He sported with the dairy-maids;

Or, having pip'd and danc'd enough,

Clos'd the brisk night with blmdman's - buff.

So it is not the Krishna, the Master flutist who enchanted the
three worlds with his play (hla) m human incarnation, but Krishna, the
Lord of the universe and the God of gods,

But radiant with ethereal fire :
Nared alone could bards inspire
In lofty Slokes his mien to trace,
And unimaginable grace.

Krishna tells them that the tree belongs to a holy hermit who depends
on 'the golden pulp' of the fruits for his sustenance. When he finds out
the person that has deprived him of his 'ambrosial food', he would
pronounce a curse that would destroy the gorgeous palaces of the
Pandavas and the Pandavas themselves. The brothers pray for a way out
and Krishna tells them

Let each his crimes or faults confess,
The greatest name, omit the less;
Your actions, words, e'en thoughts reveal;
No part must Draupady conceal;
So shall the fruit, as each applies
The faithful charm, ten cubits rise;
Till, if the dame be frank and true,
It join the branch, where late it grew.

The brothers realise that somehow the fruit has to be restored to its
original place, Each begins his narration. The first, Yudhisthira, says;

Revenge sate ruler in my breast:

I panted for the tug of arms,

For skirmish hot, for fierce alarms;

Then had my shaft Duryodhen rent,

This heart had glowed with sweet content.

This makes the fruit rise by ten cubits and it is Arjuna's turn now. He
refers to his rage towards Aswatthama on the battlefield:

And Rage unsheath'd my willing blade:
Then, had not Crishna's arm divine
With gentle touch suspended mine,
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